THOMAS  RANDOLPH

Come let us laugh, let us drink, let us sing;
The winter with us is as good as the spring.

We care not a feather

For wind or for weather,
But night and day
We sport and play,

Conferring our notes together,

Conferring our notes together.

T. RANDOLPH

From Annalia Dubrensia, 1636
Mr Robert Dmer's Olympic games upon Coiswotd Hills
Colin.      Early in May up got the jolly rout,
CalPd by the lark, and spread the fields about:
One, for to breathe himself, would coursing be
From this same beech to yonder mulberry;
A second leaped his supple nerves to try;
A third was practising his melody;
This a new jig was footing; others were
Busied at wrestling, or to throw the bar,
Ambitious which should bear the bell away,
And kiss the nut-brown lady of the May.
This stirr'd Jem up; a jolly swain was he
Whom Peg and Susan after victory
Crown'd with a garland they had made beset
With daisies, pinks, and many a violet,
Cowslip, and gilliflower.    Rewards, though small,
Encourage virtue, but if none at all
Meet her, she languisheth, and dies, as now
Where worth's denied the honour of a bough*
And, Thenot, this the cause I read to be
Of such a dull and general lethargy.
Tiexot,   HI thrive the lout that did their mirth gainsay!
Wolves haunt his flocks that took those sports away!